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than once it appeared that they would come to
blows. Three times he told her she didn't know
what she was talking about, and her only answer
was profanity. I tried to visualise myself saying
that to my Aunt Jane, but chaos and lightning
kept blurring the picture.
When Aunt Jane left us she always slipped
half-crowns into the children's hands. When
Aunt Leslie left my flat she stated that she was
broke, and that her nephew must lend her half-a-
crown for a taxi, and it was no good his saying
he hadn't got it because she'd seen his mother
that morning give him a pound note. Aunt
Leslie, I think, could give her nephew a better
"time" than Aunt Jane gave hers, though Aunt
Jane tried hard enough; but while no modern
nephew would welcome the gift of an Aunt
Jane, there was a little something about Aunt
Jane which Aunt Leslie hasn't got. She wasn't
so "human" as Aunt Leslie, but she has left an
aroma. She had dignity, delicacy, tenderness,
and pathetic traits of that sort. At most times
she was a bore, though maybe that was our fault
for being bored; but when you were sick or in
trouble she <was magnificent. Aunt Leslie is
always the good companion, and always ready
to do what she can for people if it doesn't
involve too much trouble; but I doubt her last-
ing  capacity  for  sympathy.   Still,   she  will
probably earn her place in the heaven of Aunts.